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turned away to hide the sight with their fans. At last it
was over, and the third act began, the one thing redeemed
a little by the valour of the matador from the Infamy of
the rest. He advanced before the president, bowed,
spoke eloquently so that the people applauded, swore
to kill the bull even at the cost of his life, and at last
prepared to do it Silence fell on the crowd. The
matador^ his sword in hand, quite alone stepped forward,
a fine and splendid figure all in gold. Over a stick he
hung his muhta so that it concealed the sword. Care-
fully and fearlessly he went to the bull, in his left hand
was the scarlet cloth. Suddenly the bull was on him,
every one stood up, but by some perfect feint he passed
the muleta over the brute's head, and was safe for the
moment The bull stopped, turned, charged again, and
so on perhaps many times. At last he decided to kill
him, having shown his art to perfection; he drew out
his sword from its hiding, and having forced the bull
by his skill to take the position he required, waited till he
charged again, and then with all his force thrust the
sword through the spine between the shoulders of his
adversary, who fell on its knees, and at last rolled over on
its side dead.
There were five more bulls to be killed before sunset,
but I made my way out without reluctance. Outside a
crowd of people, soldiers, and women of the town, who,
doubtless, could not afford to pay for admission, were
jeering at an old man who stood gesticulating in the sun.
As I passed by I caught these words:* Fools and children
of fools! You are starving: will you shout only for the
blood of bulls? Bah, yon are not worthy of Liberty/